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It is, after all, a melancholy picture. Not without
loss can a man withdraw himself from the world and
shirk the primal inheritance of labour. Our admiration
of the man and of his best work cannot blind us to the
fact that this irresolution, this languid lingering upon
the skirts of life, is not a beautiful nor an admirable
thing. If the sacrifice had been made in the interests
of art, it would have been different; but FitzGerald
had no illusions on this point either. He often insists
on the cardinal truth that life is above art, that art is
a service, not a dominion: that art must minister to
life, not life to art. There is a certain priestly mood
which falls upon those in whom the need for creating
what is beautiful is very imperious. FitzGerald had
none of this; he would have laughed at it as a species
of pretentiousness. In this he was not necessarily right,
but we are endeavouring to present his view of the
case. The solemnity of Wordsworth, the affectation
of Tennyson, were not only mistaken in FitzGerald's
view, but slightly grotesque; and thus we have the
pathetic spectacle of a man choosing to hold aloof from
life in a way that could only have been justified if it
had been the result of a deliberate theory, a constrain-
ing vocation. We see him regretting his own indecision,
and urging on his friends the imperative duty of
]|                        taking a hand in the game; and yet unable to put

if                       his theories into practice, and trifling with life in a

if                       melancholy rather than in a cynical spirit.   FitzGerald

If                       *s thus, as I have said, a Hamlet of literature, clear-

p                        sighted, fuU of the sense of mystery and wonder and

beauty; yet unable to dedicate himself to the creative
life, from lack of a certain vitality, and from an un-
happy capacity of seeing both sides of a question; and
yet from indolence and irresolution unable to throw
in Ms lot with the humdrum cares and duties that,re to a sense of the haunting beauty of the words
